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Lottes Labours loft. 


this : your Lion that holds his Pollax fitting on a clofe 
floolc, will be giuen to Aiax. He will be the ninth wor- 
thie. A Conqueror, and affraid to fpeake ?Runiie away 
for ftiame Ahfander. There an’t (hall plcafe you: a foo- 
lifh milde man, an honeft man,looke you,8t foon dafiit. 
He is a maruellous good neighbour infooth, and a verie 
good Bowler: but for Alifander, alas you fee, how ’tis a 
little ore-parted. Butthercare Worthies a comming, 
will fpeake their nrnule in fomc other fort. Exit Cu. 

flu. Stand afidc good Pompcy, 

Enter Pedant for Iudas, and the Hoyfor Hercules . 

Fed. Great Hercules is prefentedby thisImpe, 
Whofe Club kil’d (ferbertu that three-headed Causes f 
And when he was a babe, a childc, a fhrimpc, 

Thus did he ftranglc Serpents in his Manus : 
fluoniam, he feemeth in minoritie, • 

Ergo, I come with this Apologie. 

Kecpc fomc date in thy exit, and vanifh. Exit Hoy 

Ped. Iudas/isw. 

Hum. AIudas? 

Ped. Not Ifcariot ftr. 

Iudas I amychped CjWachabeus. 

Hum.ludas Macbabeus dipt, is plaincIudas. 

Her, A kifsing traitor.How art thouprou’d Iudas ? 

Ped. Iudas I am. 

Hunt. The more fliame for you Iudas. 

Fed. Whatmcanc you fir? 

Hoi. To make Iudas hang himfelfc. 

Ped. Begin fir,you are my elder. 

Her. Well follow’d, Iudas was hang’d on an Elder. 

Ped. I will not be put out of countenance. 

Her. Becaufe thou haft no face. 

Ped. What is this? 

Hoi. A Citterne head. 

Hum. The head of a bodkin. 

Her. A deaths face in a ring.. 

Lon. The fa ce of an old Roman coine, fcarce fecne. 

Hoi. The pummell of f'afars Faulchion. 

Hum. The carn’d-bonc face on a Flaske. 

Her. s.Georgcs halfe cheeke in a brooch. 

Hum. 1, and m a brooch of Lead. 

Her. I, and wornc in the cap of a Tooth-drawer. 
And now forward, for we haue put thee in countenance 

Ped. You haue put me out of countenance. 

Her. Falfe, we haue giuen thee faces. 

Ped. But you haue ouc-fac’d them all. 

Her. And thou wert a Lion, we would do fo. 

Hor. Therefore as he is, an Affe, let him go : 

And fo adieu fwcet lude. Nay, why doft thou ftay ? 

Hum. For the latter end of his name. 

Ber. For the Ajfe to the lude: giuc it him. Ittd-as a- 
way. 

Ped. This is not generous, not gentle,not humble. 

Boy. A light for monfieur/«*&«, it growes darke,he 
mayftumble. 

Que. Alas poore (JMachabeus, how hath hec beene 

baited. - < ' . 

Enter 'Braggart. 

Ber. Hide thy head eAchilles, hccrccomes Heitor in 
Armes. . \hrx: ./ L 

;■ Huns. Though my mockercomc home by me, I will 
noyrbemerrie. rt- . . j O , ft ‘0 

King. Heller wai buca Troyaq iprrcfpe&of *hi*.;. , 


..*» v nono «eai 

Lon. His legge is too big for Heller. 

Hum, More Calfe certaine. 

Boi. No,he is beft indued in the fmalL 
Ber. Thi s cannot be Heitor. 

Hum. He’s a God or a Painter.for he makes far*. 
Hrag. The Armifotent MarstfLauncesthealnZ. 
gaue Hc&or agft. J 

Hum, A gilt Nutmegge. 

Ber. A Lemmon, 

Lon. StuckewithCloues. 

Hum. No clouen. 

Brag, The Armifotent Ctfars ofLateutes the alm..L 
gaue Heitor a gift, the heire ofIllion; 

A manfo breathed , that certaine he wouldfight:yea 
Fremmorne till night , out of hispauillien. 

1 am that Flower. 

Hum. That Mint. 

Long. ThatCullambine. 

Hrag. Sweet Lord LongauiU reine thy tongue 
Lon. I muft rather giue it tbc reine: for it rumr*,, 
gain R Hector. . tSl ' 

Hum. J,and Hector's a Grey-hound. 

Brag. The fweet War-man is dead and rotten, 
Sweet chuckes,beat not the bones of the butied : 

But I will forward with my deuice; 

Sweet Royaltic beftow on me the fence ofheariog. 

Berowneftepfes forth, 

flu. Spcake braue Hedtor,we are much delighted. 
Hrag. I do adore thy fwcet Graces flipper. 

Boy. Loues her by the foot. 

Hum. He may not by the yard. 

Brag. This HeBorfane farm ounted Hannibal. 

The panic is gone. 

Qo. Fellow Heitor, flic is gone,• (Tie is two moneths 
on her way. 

Hrag, Whatmeaneftthou? 

Cle. Faith vnlcffeyou play the honeft Troyan, the 
poore Wench is caft away: (he's quick,tbe child brag! 
in her belly alreadic : tis yours. 

Brag. Doft thou infamonizeme among Potentates? 
Thou (halt die. 

Cle. Then fhall Hc<ftor be whipt for Iasjuenetta that 
is quickc by him, and hang’d for Ftmpey, that is dead by 
him. 

Hum. Moft rare Pompej. 

Boi, Renowned Pornpey. 

Her. Greater then great, great,grcac,gre« ftrope )• 
Pompey the huge. _ . 

Hum. Heitor trembles. 

Ber. Pempey is moued, motcAftccs mere Acees(line 
them, or ftirre them on. , 

Hum. Hcifor will challenge birn'. '•! 

Ber. I, ifa'haue no moremaasblood in'sb$lly,then 
will fup a Flea. . , 

Brag. By the North-pole I do-phalienge 
Clo. I wil upt fight with a poje llke a Norihctninar; 
Ilc.flafl),Ile do it by the fword i. Lpray you let cite bor¬ 
row my Armes agajne. 

Hum. Roome fqi the inccnfi;d VV"orthics. 

Clo. lie do it in my flairt. 

Hum. Moft refofute Pempey. 

Page. Matter, let me take you a button hole lower: 1 
Ppyoupot fee Pempq if vneafingforthe combat: what 
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a %^Toa »y SXcnWt, made the 

c ball en S c ' t bloods, I both may,and will. 

W hat rcafon haue you fort I 
"B‘ r ' naked truth ofit is,I haue no Hurt, 

1 ^irt^i^waTimoyned him in Rome for want 
c? ,n fince when, lie be fwornc he wore none, but 

°di ‘Sw° u *p u * tt ** andthathcewcarcs ncxthis 

heart fora fauo ur * 

Enter a Meffenger } Monfieur Marcade. 

u tr . God faue you Madame. 

Qa. Welcome Marcade, but that thou interrupted 

oUr w^, n ™ am'forrie Madam, for the newcs I bring is 
bcauie in my tongue. The King your father 
n u . Dead for my life. 

Jfar. Euen fo : My talc is told. 

•per. Worthies away, the Scene begins to cloud. 
pm. For mine owne part, I breath free breath : I 

haue feene the day of wrong, through the little hole of 
diferction, and I will light my felfe like a Souldier. 
mi Exeunt Worthies 

Kin, How fare’s your Maieftic? 

flu. Hoyet prepare, I willaway to night. 

Xm. Madame not fo, I do belccch you ftajj. 

Qu. Prep are I fay. I thankc you gracious Lords 
Forallyour faireendeuours and entreats : ^ 

Out ofa new fad-foulc, that you vouchfafe. 

In yourrich wifedomc to excufe, or hide. 

The liberall oppofition ofour fpirics, 
ifouer-boldly we haue borne our felues, 

In the conucrfe of breath (yomgjntlenefle 
Was guilcie ofit.) Farewell vvortiiic Lord: 

Aheauie heart beares not a humble tongue. 

Excufe me fo, comming fo fiiort ofthankes. 

For my great fuite, fo eafily obtain’d. 

Kin. The extreme parts of cime,cxtremelie formes 
All caufes to the purpofe of his fpced: 

And often at his verie loofe decides 

That, which long procefle could not arbitrate. 

And though the mourning brow of progenie 
Forbid the finding eurtefie of Loue : 

The holy fuite which faine it would conuince, 

Yetfince loues argument was firftonfoote, 

Let not the cloud of forroW iuftle it 

From what it purpos’d : fince to waile friends loft. 

Is not by much fo wholfome profitable. 

As to reioycc at friends but newly found. 

Qu. 1 vnderftand you not, my greefes are d ouble. 
2?<r.Honeft plain words,beft pierce the ears of griefe 
And by tbefebadges vnderftand the King, 

Foryourfaire fakes haue wencgle£tcd time. 

Plaid foule play with our oaths: your beautie Ladies 
Hath much deformed vs,fafhioning our humors 
Euen to the oppofed end of our intents. 

And what in vs hath feem’d ridiculous: 

AaLoueisful! ofvnbefittingftraines, 

All wanton as a childe, skipping and yaine. 

Form’d by the eie, and therefore like the eie. 

Full of (fraying fhapes,of habits, andofformes 
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Varying in fubie&s as the eie doth roule. 

To euerie varied obieft in his glance: 

Which partie-coated prefence of loofe loue 
Put on by vs, if in your heaucnly eics, 

Haue misbccom’d our oathes and grauities. 

Thole heauenlic eies that looke into thefc faults, 
Suggeftcd vs to make: therefore Ladies 
Our loue being yours, the error that Loue makes 
Is likewife yonrs. We to our felues prouc falfe. 

By being once falfe, for euer to be true 
To thofe that make vs both, faire Ladies you. 

And euen that falftiood in it felfe a finne. 

Thus purifies it felfe, and turnes to grace. 

fftu. We haue receiu’d your Letters, full ofLoue: 
Your iFauours, the Ambaftadors ofLoue. 

And in our maiden counfaile rated them. 

At courtfhip, pleafant ieft, and eurtefie. 

As bumbaft and as lining to the time: 

But more deuout then thefc are onr refpedfs 
Haue we not bene, and therefore met your loues 
In their owne fafhion, hke a merriment. 

Hu.Oux letters Madam,fhcvv’d much more then ieft. 
Lon. So did ourlaokes. 

Rofa. We did not coat them fo. 

Kin. Now at the lateft minute of the houre,j 
Grant vs your loues. 

J pH. A time me thinkes too (hort, 

Tomake a world-without-endbargainein; 

No,no my Lord, your Grace is penur’d much, 

Full of deare guilcinefle, and therefore this: 

Iffqr my Loue (as there is no fuch caufe) 

You will do ought, this flail you do for me. 

Your oth I will not truft: but go with fpecd 
To fomc forlornc and naked Hermitage, 

Remote from all the plcafui es of the world : 

There ftay, vn|till the tweiueCelcfliall Signes 
Haue brought about their annuall reckoning, 
if this auftere infociable life. 

Change not your offer made in heate of blood : 

If frofts, and fafts, hard lodging, and thin weeds 
Nip not the gaudie blcffomcs of your Loue, 

But that it beare this triall,and laft loue: 

Then at the expiration of the yeare, 

Come challenge me, challenge me by thefe delcrts. 
And by this Virgin palme,now kilfing thine, 

I will be thine ian4 till that inftant (but 
My wofull felfe vp in a mourning houfe. 

Raining the tcares oflamentation. 

For the remembrance of my Fathers death. 

If this thou do denie, let our hands p3r^. 

Neither intitled in the others hart. 

Kin. If this, or more then this, I would denie, 

T o flatter vp thefe powers of mine with reft. 

The fodaine hand of death clofe vp mine eie. 

Hence euer then, my heart is in thy breft. 

Her. And what to me my Loue? and what to me ? 
Rof. You muft be purged too,your fins arc rack’d. 
Tou are attaint with faults andperiurie: 

Therefore if you my fauor meane to get, 

A tweluemonth (hall you fpend, and ncuer reft. 

But feeke the wearie beds of people ficke. 

Du. But what to me my loue? but what to me ? 
Kat. A wife? a beard, faire health, and honeftie. 
With three-fold loue, I wi(h you all thefe three. 

Hu. O (hall I fay, I tbanke you gentle wife? 

Kat. Not fo my Lord, a tweluemonth and a day. 
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